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To THE READER. 


F the following Poem, with all it's defects, can 
fill up a vacant moment, the end for which it 
was written, will be amply obtained. But if, on 
the contrary, it ſhould fall ſhort of your expecta- 
tions, ſome conſolation will ſtill be left in the 
reflection, that being the haſty production of little 
more than a fortnight, it will only ſhare the com- 
mon fate of immaturity ; and, like an early flower, 

juſt bud, be blaſted, and cut down. 
I have to add, that whatever reſemblance---and 


I am told there is a faint one---may be diſcovered in 


any of theſe lines to Churchill's Poetry, no part has 


been intentionally copied. Milton, to uſe the words 
of our much lamented Biographer, © did not re- 
&« fuſe admiſſion to the thoughts or images of his 
e predeceſſors, although he did not ſeek them.“ 

; TAE AUTHOR. 
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ERRATA. 
Page 4, line 3, a ſemicolon, inſtead of a full op, 
5. line 23, fer unavow'd, read unaw'd, 
—— 23. line 3, for then, read than. 
m— 25, line 7, fer Eloiſa, read Eloiſe, 
* 
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As You Like It, Ge. 


A 5 when with murmuring tumult to the ſhore 
Autumnal tides in quick ſucceſſion roar, 

Loud and more loud the frequent ſurges riſe, 
Wave treads on wave, and, like its rival, dies. 
So with the wild uncertain tide of things, 
Revolving fate rolls Miniſters and Kings. 
As one drops off another ſtarts to view, 
Sinks like the laſt, and yields to ſomething new; 
While numerous tribes on Intereſt's ſubtle wing, 
That wall between a People and a King 
As party dictates, or as whum infpires, 


Change with their Lords, and burn with varying fires. 


B 


— — —— —— ——ẽĩ—9 — U ION EDN — — 222 2 — t4s + 


_ 
* 

þ 2 
WO. 
* 3 
1 

"I i ; 

A .t 
il 
6 
8 
4F 
1 
| 


* mm 
— — 


* 
« 
3 
p N 
4 
i 
+ VL 
3 
: 14 
"A 
* : 
s 4 
4 
H 
7 
# 
. 
” s 
Pell , 
- 
a 
© 
- 
. 
* 
1 * 
9 
* 
1 — . „ — ab 


— ER rn 
* JR 


PR — ee GER 7) 4 


* 


bi 


. 
Pelham the great, the generous, and the good ! 
Rul'd for a time, and ſtemm'd Corruption's flood. 
B---te at whoſe, preſence Liberty turns pale, 
And Slav'ry riſes on a northern gale. 
| Chatham, the boaſt and Saviour of our Iſle, 
Whoſe memory bids fair Freedom wear a ſmile ; 
Fix'd at her helm the bark of Britain ſped 
To various ends, by various motives led; 
Then fell to F action, or to Nature's ſtroke, 
The boaſt of virtue, or the Muſe's joke. 
Through ſcenes like theſe, while pride or intereſt leads 
— Myſterious man to baſe or godlike deeds ; | 
While ſtrange deception perks it in our face 
For mighty ſelf is ſtill the tbing in place 
While patriot virtue——catch-word of them all 
Bids youths immaculate, or gameſters, bawl; 
Conſumes whole nights in fruitleſs altercation, 
Who moſt ſhould tax, not who ſhould fave the nation ; 


Wdile fools grown arrogant, and knaves grown great, 


Time ſerving puppets of a wire-led ſtate ! 


2 
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Secure in grandeur, over- run the land, 
And ſpread contagion with a bounteous hand 


From that rich ſpring, where Majeſty ſhould bind 


Aſpiring guilt, and vindicate mankind: 


But 


(. $53 

But where the weak Prerogative is laid, 

Bound at the feet of what itſelf has made ; 

Where places, penſions, and where ranks are ſold, 
To fools that cringe by knaves who doat on gold; 
Where merit pines in ſome poor vet'ran's ſcar, 
While Honours dignify the Coward's ſtar ; 

Where trembling virtue, orphan-like, is ſeen, 

And wondrous ſtrange, finds refuge in a Queen! 
Where great men ſmile, as little men believe, 

And great men find it eaſy to deceive ! 

While ſcenes like theſe the dazzled earth delude, 
Support the bad, and baſely ſtrip the good : 

Wilt thou, my friend, indulgent as thou art, 

Of pureſt morals, and of ſoundeſt heart 

Bleſs'd in thy youth with all that's wiſh'd for Here, 
Juſt to mankind, and to thyſelf ſincere; 

With every hope and proſpect to be great, 

Say, with the Muſe, wilt thou, my friend, retreat? 
Steal from the buſtling nonſenſe of the T own 
To this ſtill ſpot which ſtudy calls her own; 

Here ſhalt thou ſee, by nature taught to ſing, 

The muſe aſcend to ſtateſmen and their King ; 
Unavow'd by power, thro' grandeur dare to pierce, 
And yield a facrifice to truth, in verſe. | 
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| (6) 
At thy fair tomb, O Churchill, favourite bard ! 
Truth's dauntleſs ſon, and bleſs'd with truths reward; 
The ſcourge of vice and virtue's nobleſt friend, 
At thy fair tomb, O Churchill, let me bend. 
What were thy faults avails not now to tell, 
May pitying candour on thy writings dwell: 
And if remembrance treſpaſs on the mind, 
Waked by the partial cenſures of mankind, 
To thy pure ſheets, in juſtice, let me turn, 
Admire thy Genius, but thy nature mourn. 
Teach me, regardleſs of the villain's hate, 
The frown of int'reſt, or the ſneer of ſtate; 
The dirty ſycophant's enſnaring ſmile, 
Whoſe treacherous kindneſs ſoathes me to beguile. 
Teach me to dart, with juſtice on my ſide, 
The mulſe's weapon thro' the breaſt of pride, 
Unfold foul vice, and careleſs of each groan, 
Probe every part till all her filth be known, 


Teach me, in ſpite of Mansfield, and the law 


If truth acquits me not a judge can awe ! 
With fearleſs voice to tell an injur'd land 
How vile corruption fills the Stateſman's hand ; 
How private lucre gives up public good, 

And all alike would fleece us if they could. 


1 ( 7-8 
Teach me---nor let one ſelfiſh view miſlead, 
A muſe unpratiſed, or direct her reed, 

To pour one ſound that's foreign to my breaſt, 
Or lull the ſplendid villain into reſt. 
Teach me to viſit in his ſerious hour 

The ſlave of grandeur, and the tool of pow'r ; 
Diſplay the ſecret cloſet of his ſoul, 

Where flattering meanneſs cringes to controul ; 
And hold the gilded torture up in air, 
Ambition's rack and wheel of anxious care. 
Teach me, like thee, to ſcorn the tinſel trim 
Of modern bards, pert, impudent, and prim 


. 
Who move like coxcombs in a dancing ſchool, 


Write ere they think, or learn to think by rule. 
The ſons of method may be taught to move 
By ſuch degrees as order muſt approve : 


But let not Genius, touch'd with genuine flame, 
Drop from his height in dread of Crito's blame : 


Nor in a ſtupid, uniform career, 

Crawl thro' a birth-day ode up to great 8 
.* Wh--t----d may rock the Monarch to repoſe, 

And ſing the conquer'd conqueror of his foes ! 


Wh--t----d may ſpread the lullaby around, 
But let not Genius catch the paltry found. 
C 
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Dauntleſs 
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Dauntleſs and firm, unaw'd, and uncontrol'd, 
By virtue prompted, and thro” virtue bold; 
Satire ſhall riſe with light'ning on her wing, 
Beyond the boaſted ſplendors of a K---g. 

Too proud to cringe, too honeſt to fecure, 

By flattering knaves, ſome hard felt Sinecure : 

As juſtice prompts, her anger iſſues forth, 

And bares the breaſt of Sh----d--n and N--th; 

As juſtice prompts round P--tt ſhe fondly plays, 
And ſees him baſking in his father's blaze ; 

Yet P--tt ſhould feel---how bright ſoc'er he ſhine— 
I P. tt were baſe the vengeance of her line. 


ks. 


Een He!---The firſt and kindeſt of my friends, 
Who blames with judgment, and with taſte commends ; 
, Whoſe godlike ſpirit, with impartial views, 2 
Allows a generous freedom to my muſe—— 

Een He !---Though gratitude and friendſhip ſtart 
At every line, and bleed thro every part— 
Should vice delude him to the paths of pride, 
From ſacred'virtue's fair and ſpotleſs ſide ; 

Foe to myſelf," een He ſhould ſee me riſe, 
Condemn his weakneſs, and his frown deſpiſe. 
Nor Thou=-the dazzling wonder of us all, 
Ambition's ſlave, and fortune's reſtleſs Ball: 


(9) 
Cloth'd as thou art in all the power of ſpeech, 
Above thy Country's and thy Sov'reign's reach! 
Nor thou, deluded, think the muſe below 


Thy ſplendid orb's imaginary ſhow ; 

Satire ſhall ſearch thee with reſiſtleſs blaze, 
And ſtrip the ſpotted planet of it's rays. 
Hold ! cries Palzmon---hackniedin the ways 
Of courting favour, and of vending praiſe—— 
Why ſtung to madneſs, impotently wrong ; 
Tranſgreſs the Timits of an harmleſs ſong ? 
Does not the Rolliad teach thee to beware 
Of F-x, Fitz--p--k, She--d--n, and H--re? 
Or would'ſt thou rather, by reſſtleſs wit, 

Be laſh'd with Prettyman, Dundas, and Pitt ? 
Balbus, whoſe ſpirit, firm and unſubdu'd, 
Inſults his King, and calls it public good! 
A---t---n and N---th, and hundreds more, whoſe names 
St. Giles's echo, or the Fleet proclaims, 

Will ſoon inſtruct thee not to give offence, 
Or, if thou giv'ſt it, to deſert thy ſenſe. 

And ſhall the firmneſs of the poet then 
Skulk from the ſpite or arrogance of men? 
Shall ht. -While virtue decks the Britiſh throne 
Forbid the muſe to make ſuch virtue known ? 


Or 
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60) 
Or hide when truth the flagrant picture proves 
A P---ce neglecting what his Monarch loves? 
Shall chat a ſafe-guard to corruption yield, 
And leave her baſking in her guilt conceal'd : 
Give ſcarlet vice the virgin's lilly grace, 
And clothe adultery in a R--tl---dq's face? 

Shall that to Groſvenor lend Lucretia's due, 

Or Portia's find in Cavendiſh and Crewe? 
No [--while the tide of Liberty remains, 

And rolls her current thro' a Briton's veins, | 
Juſtice and candour ſhall be ſeen at large, 

Give horns to cuckolds, and maintain the charge. 
| So ſung the muſe, regardleſs of her foes, - 
Anxious the traitor's boſom to expoſe 

Bare to the ſlighted land; anxious to ſhoot 

Her ſearching arrow at corruption's root ; 

When caution---clad in B---tt—-'s rev'rend form, 
Her heartſtrings throbbing at a monthly ſtorm, 
Appear'd half palſied---for the hour was come 
When critics beat the literary drum, 

And wits impreſs'd, in regular array, 

Before their generals widen into day. 

Fearleſs I view'd the field, where many a name, 
Dawp'd in its infant ſtruggle up to fame, 


66 
Extinguiſh'd lay; where Dulneſs in her prime, 
Reign'd o'er the wide extended regions of—a Rhime! 
Wond'ring, I gaz'd, for wondrous was the plan, 
And with a ſmile beheld the tricks of man. 
Saw Nature vanquiſh'd by the worſt deceit, 
And proſtrate Genius bound at Folly's feet. 
Saw CI n lifted on the wings of fame, 
Beyond a Shakeſpeare's and a Congreve's name; 
While Intereſt fann'd him with the glowing page 
Of purchas'd praiſe, and crown d him on his ſtage. 
Saw worth neglected by the ſelfiſh tribe, 
' Unleſs it cring'd, or meanly ſtoop'd to bribe: 
While gilded Folly's mercenary train 
O'er the wide realm of letters held their reign ; 
In every province would at once preſide, 
And wav'd the rod of inſolence and pride. 
Siddons herſelf, though on her angel face, 
Each look of nature ſhone with matchleſs grace; 
Unnotic'd for a time, neglected play d, 
Beneath the weight of int'reſt's heavy ſhade. 
Siddons could look the ſavage into love, 


' Subdue the tigreſs, and her pity move: 
Wring from each breaſt involuntary ſighs, 
When Bath beheld her---yet forbad to rife! 
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12) 
Nor can ſhe now - ſor nature could no more. 
Awake one paſſion ſtronger than before. 


Critics, in vain, would teach thoſe eyes to roll, 
Or guide the boundleſs tumult of her foul: — 
TCritics, in vain, would teach that breaſt to heave 


With throbs of anguiſh, or in filence grieve. 
Siddons and nature will forget their rules, 

And leave inſtruction to the pride of ſchools. 
Garrick himſelf, when in his full career, 

He trod the walks of Hatred, Love, and Fear: 
When every paſſion ſeem'd to be his own, 
With Siddons gladly would have ſhar'd che crown. 
Yet---ſtrange to think !---all perfect as ſhe is, 


Malice can find there's ſomething ftill amiſs. 


In vain ſhall Genius truſt to judgment's ſkill, 


When Int'reſt holds the proſtituted quill. 


Through that falſe light perfection cannot pleaſe, - 
Pope has no charms, and Dryden's void of eaſe. 
Behold---the ſacred compaſs in his hand, 

To mark each acre of poetic land: 

To grant the bold aſpirer to renown, 

A juſter claim and title for his own ; 

Behold yon ſage---does juſtice only draw 


The ſtern concluſion, and diſtribute law ? 


(ug) 

Does juſtice hold up ignorance to ſhame, 
If meanly circled with another's fame ? 
Does juſtice only with delight reſtore 
To Merit's brow the bay that Dulneſs wore . 
Does juſtice urge him from himſelf to ſtart, 
And range beyond the limits of his art ? 
Believe it not---'tis prejudice that guides 
The mad award, and o'er each act preſides. 

Tyrants there are, deteſted and abhorr'd, 
Yet freedom ſees them courted and ador'd ; 
The ſlaves that hate-them, venerate their pow'r, 


Till nature ſtarts, and vengeance marks their hour. 


Not fo with theſe more arbitrary Lords, 
Tyrants whoſe malice feeds on harmleſs words : 
Whom one falſe ſpelling tortures into rage, 

And not ten thouſand beauties can aſſuage; 
Struck by their frown the bold adventurer drops, 
To prompt the ſneer of literary fops ; 

While ſovereign dulneſs guards her fav'rite throne, 
And pride and ignorance the ſceptre own. 

Let men ſupported by the poet's brain, 
Deep-veil'd in darkneſs ridicule his ſtrain; 
With lawleſs rancour rail at gen'rous truth, 

And ſtrive to cruſh him in his op'ning youth. 
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Let pride, let envy, wit, or vice conſpire, 
To quench the glunm'ring of an infant fire; 


While truth approves, and cool-ey/d taſte commends, 


Who cares if envy, wit, or pride be friends? 
The wretch, whoſe int'reſt holds me up to day, 
To public laughter, and condemns my lay ; 
For that ſame intereſt would to-morrow raiſe 
A paltry monument of monthly praile. 

Gods how I laugh, when tuneleſs to the ſoul, 


A coxcomb judges how my numbers roll ; 
Syears that they move inſufferably rough, 


Then calls for Chocolate and damn ſuch ſtuff. 


Gods how I laugh, when wond'rouſly ſevere, 


Sir Fopling's wit commands the female ear. 
Sent from the hand of ſome rich titled fool, 
How feebly drops the ſhaft of ridicule! 
Weakneſs of brain the Muſe with pity ſees, 
Nor cares to anfiver whom ſhe ſcorns to pleaſe. 


Zut when, through downright inſolence and pride, 
A mind well cultur'd, ventures to decide 


On every talent, though it knows, but one, 
Rouz'd into rage ſhe ſtrikes the tyrant down ʒ 
Indignant ſpreads him to the ſearching beam 


Of truth's ſtrong light, and breaks the gilded dream. 


Gods 


( 2 
Gods how I laugh, when vet'rans in the trade 
Bend at the ſhrine which ignorance has made: 
With reverence liſten to the victim's crime, 
And help to ſacrifice an harmleſs rhyme. - 
Gods how Ivlaugh, when cramm'd up to the throat ! 
On each oblation pride and dulneſs glote : 
Like hungry prieſts, by ſuperſtition fed, 
Deſtroy the living, and new-/lay the dead; 
While trembling Beattie, palſied by a frown, 
Admires their wiſdom, and forgets his own. = 
Nurs'd from his birth at ſacred Method's ſhrine, 
By fools ſupported, and of right divine ! | 
Where flumb'ring Folly takes her ſolemn nap, 
And deeply meditates in Th---p---n's cap ; 
Behold Punctilio, proſeman from his heart! 
Stung into rage, if Poetry ſhould ſtart 
Beyond the point, where judgment cloth'd in proſe, 
" Decides thro' ſpectacles on Th---p---n's noſe. 
Thus have I ſeen the gen'rous courſer fly 
With quiv'ring noſtrils ſnorting to. the ſky ! 
Skim o'er the graſs, precipitately gay, | 
And not a veſtige mark his pathleſs way ; 
The ſluggiſh afs ſurveys him in his flight, 
Brays to the wind, and looks with envious ſpite : 
E Turns 
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| ( 16 ) 
Turns to the mumbling of his thiſtle food, 
And ſcorns ſuch wild extravagance of blood. 
There are, tis true, whom ſelf- conceit may lead, 
With feeble hand to touch the vocal Reed; 
Whoſe ſouls ne er knew the more than human fire, 
Which bears them on to what the nine inſpire ; 
Darts through creation a pervading ray, 
And draws from darkneſs unexpected day. 
Some by the blaze of dazzling fiction caught, 
Strain to the laſt. extremities of thought. 
With looſen'd reign imagination runs, 
And dips her pencil in a thouſand Suns! 
On every ſide a ſtrong effulgence flows, 
And reaſon's exil'd to the realms of Proſe. 
And laughs not Nature when ſhe calmly views 
The ſplendid progreſs of the gaudy Muſe ? 
Beholds each trifling circumſtance appear 
In all the various colours of the year ? 
Eat, drink, or ſleep, be joyous, or be ſad, 
Still is each act in heav'ly ſplendor clad. 
If breakfaſt's call'd for, in almighty ſtile, 
Angels deſcend to make the kettle boil : 
Some guardian ſpirit pours the nectar out, 
And ſimp'ring Cupids hand the toaſt about ! 


eng? 
Nature, with eaſe, judiciouſly diſplay' d, 


Rich in herſelf requires no foreign aid; 

Shewn as ſhe is, though e'er lo void of care, 
She's always proper, and ſhe's always fair. 

Yet what is Nature, if oppos'd by thee 
Almighty modern Poſſibility ! 

Are letters ſent---then aid them all ye gales ; 
For all are requiſite to love-wrote tales. 
The ſoft complaint let zephyr gently ſigh, 
And catch---if poſſible---the fond reply. 

For ah ! ſweet Poſſibility can prove 

| The belt reſtorer of deſerted love! 

For ah ! ſweet Poſſibility can wreſt 

The faithleſs ſcriptures from a virgin's breaſt. 
Pride, virgin pride, will quench the ſubtle fire, 
And cold Reſerve ſucceed to warm deſire. 

If not— in anger let the ſhrill Eaſt break, | 
And Eurus thunder for a lover's ſake. 

Loud, and yet louder, ſhall the tempeſt roar, 
Proclaim his pain, and mutter round the ſhore ; 
Till like a ſummer's ſea the tumult ceaſe, 

And all is lull'd---at pleafure---into peace. 
When villains treſpaſs on the ſocial law, 

And fear alone the mad intent can awe,, 


The 


| „ 
The rattling hoof may poſſibly reſound 
An hundred miles, and ſpread a terror round: 
The rattling hoof, with Echo's friendly aid, 
Perhaps, may reſcue an inſulted maid. | 
This, and much more, that's wondrous ftrange below, 
To thee ſweet Poſſibility we owe. | 0 
From thee the ruling paſſion of the day 
Receives a ſtamp, and bears it to the Play. 
The tinſel flaſh that gilds the bawdy line, 6 
By muſic aided---as it may be thine! : |; 
On dazzled weakneſs throws the ſpecious hue, 
And robs neglected Genius of it's due. 
If judgment ſtartle at a wild conceit, 
Io thee poor mortals readily retreat; 
From thy broad look the puzzled mind receives 
Augmented faith, and what may be, believes. 
And yet how oft, deluded by thy ray, 
Does wanton Wit irregularly ſtray ! 
Beneath thy wing what monſters of the mind 
Are fondly nurs d, and ſent among mankind ! 
From thence what rank abſurdities are brought, 
Children of nonſenſe in the garb of thought ! 
And yet how various are the practis d ways 
To force thro* reaſon, and to pilfer praiſe! 
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A well-paid paragraph, a borrow'd name, 
Will rank a blockhead on the liſt of fame. 
Ed----n well touch'd will ſtrike from dulneſs fire, 
And traſh run current if O'Keefe's the Sire. 2M 
And muſt true humour, in itſelf too weak, 
Like foreign mountebanks thro' puppets ſpeak ? 
Muſt it, without them, flutter and go down, 
Damn'd to neglect, or ſneer'd at by the Town? 
Yet give to Ed----n what is Edw=-n's due, 
In him fair nature's comically true, 
C---1---n himſelf, forgetful of the hour 
In which he trembled at a rival's pow'r; 
Though rais'd by wit to competence and fame, wi 
Shall value nothing but a C---I---n's name. 
While ſome new piece by ſon or fire begot, 
In ſimpleſt manner with the ſimpleſt plot, 
Moſt quaintly ſeaſon'd to the modeſt ear 
Of bluſhing dames, who long for what they hear ! 
With thund'ring peals is uſher'd into day, h 1 
Like the Mogul, whoſe ſlaves prepare the way. 
Who ſhall diſpute the merit of my Lord, 
When plenty's ſcatter'd on his ſplendid board ? 
Who ſhall condemn---a foe to'nature's charm 
The baby trembling in a father's arms? 
'F 
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A father long ſince favour'd by the nine, 

And far beyond the reach of Satire's line ! 

On his own theatre, with bis own tribes, 

With love paternal every father bribes ; 

With his own prologue, pleads for his own ſon, 

And Two to one is puff d by Two to one 
Players themſelves, in this prolific age, 

And what's more prais d or cenſur'd than the ſtage ? 

For there ambition from the gay Green-room 

Steps into light, and ſpreads his gaudy plume; 

For there the wretched offspring of diſtreſs, 

Who once oppreſs d will in his turn oppreſs.— 

Imbibes the ſubtle poiſon of concert, 

And there the worſt of inſolenoe we meet. 

Yet there---let candour in-her turn be heard— 

Merit ſometimes with judgment is preferr'd; 

Players themſelves, whoſe higheſt boaſt ſhould be, 

To mimic juſtly what in life they ſee; - 

Uur ' d by the flattering plaudits of the Town, 

Try Learning's path, and wander from their own. 

Should real knowledge, or invention fail, 

Induſtrious fancy flies to ſome old tale. 

Oblivion yields the captive to her hands, 

And in ſcow'r'd garb the Maid of Honour ſtands. 
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While S-dd-ns, vanquiſh'd by the tender flame 
Of kindred love, walks forth with all her fame. 
See Tragic excellence expos'd to view 
Beneath herſelf——what will not ſiſters do 

To judge of painting painters have a right: 
Poets ſhould criticize what poets write. 
The wretch that's hacknied thro' the livelong year 
In filling parchments, or in copying clear 
The lawyer's deed; ſometimes may hint a fault ; 
But then he does it as a copyer ought ; 
Not with the low-bred inſolence and ſpite, ' 
The wanton rage that makes a S---t write, 
Rais d into public by the cringing art, 
Which ſprings congenial with a Scotchman's heart; 
At firſt by toad-like low ſubmiſſion led, 
With humble toil he gain'd his weekly bread; 
Till by degrees, to ſlander uſeful grown, 
He trims his wing, and hums about the town. 
From every flower how kind ſoe'er it blow, 
This waſp to literature the deadlieſt foe! 
With hungry malice rifles every ſweet, 
New-whets his ſting, and loads his dirty feet 
Till with his blaſting touch he kills the whole, 
Then ſteals, in buzzing triumph, to his hole. 


Not 
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Not Rome herſelf, when from the papal chair, 

She iſſues faſts, indulgencies, and pray'r, 

Too proud to pardon what her God forgave, 

And ſtrangely privileg'd to damn or fave ! 

Not holy bigots---into madneſs wrought, 

If reaſon queſtion what deluſion taught—... 

With leſs of candour could in judgment riſe, 

Should incredulity the whole deſpiſe ; 

Nor half ſuch rancour in a prieſt be found 

That deals the ſacred anathema's round, 

As marks thee S--t, if denied thy fee 

By him whoſe ſpirit is, or ſhould be free. 
Better from books to turn with cold diſdain, 

Stroll thro' the ſtreets, or plod along the plain, 

By trifles caught, to trifle time away, 

And baſk with ignorance in faſhion's ray ; 

Better to fly from ſtudy's calm retreat, 

And ſeek the ſcenes where pride and folly meet: 

From mild fimplicity to ſpecious art, 

Better to warp each feeling of the heart ; 

Better---if nature with reſiſtleſs force 

Muſt bear the mind from reaſon's ſteady courſe— 

Pleas'd with the faſhionable tinſel taſte, 

Our ſtore of knowledge on acroſtics waſte, 
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Breathe thro? initials love's enrapt'ring ſtrain, 
And make poor ſenſe the play-thing of the brain; 
Then ſit in anxious dread of every word, 
To gaze at Envy's keen ſuſpended ſword. * 


Sacred and ſafe is every tradeſman's name, 


Whoſe honeſt labours are his deareſt fame : 


Whate'er he proffers, wholeſale or retail, 
To private chapmen, or to public ſale, 
The candid purchaſer, if led to buy, 
Blames or approves, but ſcorns the partial lie; 
Nor will malicious jealouſy---that ſees 
With jaundic'd eyes, and is its own diſeaſe. 
Dare to defame, for Mansfield's voice can awe 
The worthleſs villain trembling at the law. 
Science alone, hard caſe for him whoſe ſtars 
Unpitying force him to the worſt of wars, 
Where every foe's in ſecret ambuſh laid, 
And friends with coolneſs ſee their friends betray'd ; 
Science alone is doom'd by partial fate 
To bear a rival's, or a dunce's hate : 
With endleſs toil to graſp at envied praiſe, 
And ſcale the mound that Wit and Folly raiſe, 
© To turn to ridicule the nobleſt ſtrain 
Requires no vaſt exertion of the brain, 
| G | One 
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One fault ſuffices—if ill-nature chuſe 
To pick each op'ning laurel of the muſe 
One careleſs fault, by malice ſeen, may ſpoil 
The brighteſt effort of the poet's toil. 
E'en Shakeſpeare's genius cannot ſtand the teſt, 
Though all is god-like, and though all is beſt ! 
Drawn thro” the various comments of mankind, 
His ſterling lines are variouſly refin'd : 
While each adopts the ſenſe he moſt admires, 
And faſhion praiſes as the whim inſpires. 
Some from religion on each work decide, 
And ne&er had Literature a blinder guide! 
Seen thro” the glaſs of prejudice and ſpite, 
The muſe is tarniſh'd by diſcolour'd light. 
When in her cell fad Eloiſa lies, 
And breathes to Abelard repentant ſighs : 
When heav'n and earth divide her tortur'd ſoul, 
And each by turns is flatter'd with the whole, 
How nature liſtens to the tender moan ! 
How ſoon we make the ſoft complaint our own! 
How ſoon we feel each tumult of the breaſt, 
With equal force in every line expreſs'd ! 
There paſſion ſpeaks a language, yet untaught, 
By flowery fiction, or unmeaning thought: 
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No glaring metaphor, with rurgid ſound, 

Deſtroys the charm by which our fancy's bound: 

No forc'd idea ſtarts up to the view; 

But all is ſoft and eloquently true. 

Still on each line with rapt'rous bliſs we dwell, 

And learn to love from what is told fo well. 

Yet even Eloiſa, ſhould wit depart 

From reaſon's pale, and proſtitute it's art, 

May ſtand disfigur'd, like a Britiſh face, 

Which Heav'n makes perfe&, and which paints diſgrace. 
How long ſhall Truth be ſubject to fuch elves, 

Or when will Critics criticiſe themſelves? | 

Of frowſy pore, lank cheek, and golden lock, 

Willing to lead his Sov'reign to the Block! 

With inward malice, and a ſpecious ſmile, 

The fond believing Briton to beguile; 

With partial knowledge boundleſs fame to gain, 

With artful cunning to ſupport his reign; 

With ſeeming candour ſecretly to wound 

The riſing bard, and pull him to the ground 

With ſeeming juſtice, but with real ſpite, 

To plunge the bold adventurer into night ; 

On ruin'd Genius to erect his throne, 


And prate of learning, tho' poſſeſs'd of none; 
: Theſe 
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Theſe are the tricks by which Oppreſſion reigns 
O'er Britiſh faith, and leads that faith in chains; 
Theſe are the tricks which bounteouſly ſupply 
The dirty fount of many a dirty lie; 
Theſe are the tricks, which in apparent zeal, 


| For ſterling wit, the needy dunce conceal, 


Shew me the man, that rare, that wondrous elf, 


Who can with juſtice ſcrutinize himſelf : 


Reviews each action with impartial eye, 

Nor, like a lover, gives his ſenſe the lie. 
Shew me the man, who kindly can peruſe, 
The blameleſs efforts of a ſiſter mule ; 

Reads with delight what charms another's ear, 


And ſcorns to be, from jealouſy, ſevere. 


Too ſoon, alas, is treach'rous envy rais'd, 


E'en Murphy's peeviſh when an author's prais'd. 
F--d-ce—This humble tribute let me pay 


To genius blazing in the frame's decay 


F--d-ce will trim the Poet's youthful wings, 
Direct his fire, and liſten while he ſings : 

Yet warp'd to niceties, he curbs the Muſe, 
Confines her aim, or timidly purſues, | 
O {kill'd to ſearch the boſom's inmoſt part, 
To wake the tend'reſt feelings of the heart, 


Whoſe 
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Whoſe words, pure echoes of the ſenſe combine, 
At once to charm, to better, and refine, 
Britannia's youth—O doubly ſkill'd to pleaſe 
With ſocial eloquence, and friendly eaſe ;- 
In thee the beſt affections of the ſoul, 
As virtue prompts them innocently roll ; 
Spring to thy ſpeaking eye, and ſtrongly tell 
What ſenſe and goodneſs in their owner dwell. 


Johnſon will ſaarl, but then with candour's wand, b 


He'll bid the blemiſh drop, the beauty ſtand: 

Not from pure malice run a'tilt at all 

With Gothic fury till the ſtructure fall. 

O bleſs'd with all the virtues of the mind, 

Of matchleſs. judgment, and of taſte refin'd ! 

While every ſcience is familiar grown, 

And boundleſs wiſdom marks thee for her own! 

Say, ſhall an infant warbler dare to ſing 

Beneath the friendly covert of thy wing ? 

Catch the leaſt beam that ſparkles on thy plume, + 

Then gently fall, and perch on Shakeſpeare's tomb ? 
Ah, what avails it that in eazly youth, 

Unaw'd by. prejudice, and ſworn to Truth, 


Pale ſtudy leads us thro' the peaceful walks, 


Where ſacred wiſdom with creation talks 


— — KK 
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Ah, what avails it, that with niceſt ſkill 
We try to fathom man's myſterious will : 
Diſperſe the cloud of ignorance and ſhow, = 
And ſtudying others learn ourſelves to know ! 
A Pedant's anger ſhall with eaſe deſtroy y- 
Whole years of toil, and feaſt with greedy joy 
Like ſmooth-tongu'd Atticus each part diſſect, 
And baſely ſmile our labours to neglect. 
And ſhall the ſpirit of the free-born Muſe 
Yield to neglect, or tremble at abuſe? | 
Shall proud Drawcanſirs lord it thro” our Iſle, 
And Genius court the mercenary ſmile ? - 
Who gave theſe bold exciſemen of the mind 


Such wondrous pow'rs, or made them ſo refin'd ? 


Unſeen from darkneſs iſſues forth their Gall, 
Spreads thro the Public, and envenoms all; 
With ſecret filth infects the ſervile fool, 

And turns his jaundic'd judgment into rule. 
As when diſtemper rages in the -yein, _ 
Diſorder d appetites their food diſdain : 

The ſweeteſt luxury's beneath our wiſh, 
And ſick'ning nature droops at every diſh; 
Subject to all the changes of diſeaſe, 

We hate to-day what yeſterday could pleaſe ; 


But 
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But when the ſtrange diſorder is no more, 

| Reſume our taſte, nor think of what we bore. 
Not fo with wit—that toy of every fool, 
The blockhead's ridicule, or great man's tool 
Stamp'd like receipts, muſt quit the ſacred ſpot 
Where Folly's own'd, and Wiſdom is forgot. 
Who but muſt laugh, when burſting from their ſhade, 
They dig up genius with an hungry ſpade : 
Strike at its root, and, with voracious eye, 
Bid the torn plant before the Public lie ; 
Mangle each part with true barbarian ſpite, » 
| And live by cenſuring what they cannot write. 
| Yet let them rail in pity to their wants, 
Wiſdom forgives when half-ſtarv'd Malice rants : | 
Yes ! let them rail, and make each dunce a friend, 
Blame by command, and by command commend. 
Who but muſt laugh, when ſeated in his box, 
While dulneſs perks it from his powder'd locks, 
And fond conceit with conſequence of face, 
Reads the Review, and credits what it ſays ?— 
Who but muſt laugh, when Clodio's youthful mind, 
By dear mama and folly ſo refin'd ! 
Which dreams of literature, and thinks as well 
As any Lorqling, when he learns to ſpell ? 
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Who but muſt laugh when ſuch a mind is caught 

By critic-nets, and trammel'd into thought? 

While paſſive fops. ſubmiſſively receive 

The ſov'reign mandate—read us, and believe 

Who but muſt laugh, when ladies—oddly kind 

To make the per/on anſwer for the mind— 

With wondrous knowledge ſcarch thro' every part, 

And treat a wit as Groſvenor treats a heart. 
Clodio—fupremely clever in conceit 

To every circle a poetic treat 

In all that's taſty has a juſt pretence, 

For who like Clodio warbles without ſenſe ? 

Not like the mean pretenders to renown, 

Who ſteal from others to fecure their on, 

Moves his rare pen—that more than human bard 

Io reach at novelty can ſenſe diſcard. 

Soft as the down that cloths his tender chin, 

Gentle as Delia, when ſhe yields to fin; 

Smooth as the ſmootheſt cream which ladies drink, 

On · beſt gilt paper, and in pureſt ink, 

His jingling numbers faſhionably flow ; 

Sure to delight—the Bard is ſuch a beau ! 

Critics themſelves forget their wonted rage, 

And ſpare the beautcous, dear unmeaning page. 
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Let flagrant nonſenſe be the Muſe's fire, 

No wiſdom lead him, and no genius fire: 
A Rhyme the utmoſt limit of his range, 
A brain too barren ſuch a Rhyme to change ; 
Let contradiction ſtart at every clauſe, 

And want of fancy make an hideous pauſe ; 
© Borne on the wing of eaſe, a Lord ſhall riſe, 
With nice Cravat, and fond-inſpiring eyes! 
Perch on my Lady's furbelow, or cap, 
And ſcorning Wiſdom, wait for Folly's clap, 
While admiration ſinks in am'rous trance 
' To hear his ſing-ſong on the modes of France. 
If once a ſcribbler with his rhymes can claim 
Great wealth and titles to procure them fame; 
Ah! cries the fair one, ſnatch'd on golden wings, 
Ambition flutt'ring with each verſe he ſings ! 
« Who can Miſt ſuch eloquence and fire, 

ce Or curb the pleaſing tumults of defire ? 

* Language ſo ſmoothly flowing into rhyme, 
« And every cadence faithful to the time ! 

« Ah, ſure the ſofteſt melody combines 

« To form the peerleſs ſweetneſs of your lines, 
e The Muſes rock'd the cradle as you lay 
With infant muſic warbling to the day: 

I 
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Nor could harſh cries invade that tender tongue, 


& So form'd to charm in converſe and in ſong.” 
Pleas'd with the trickling of a female's word, 
And ſcarce more flatter'd by the term—My Lord! 
His teeming fancy breaks upon the town 

With pilfer'd verſes which he calls his own. 
Aſtoniſh'd grandeur catches at the bit, 

And rich ſtupidity proclaims it Wat. 

Dy more pleas'd, when ſome dull Peer indites 
His golden numbers, than when Genius writes ; 
Receives the precious bantling from it's fire, 
Adorns the whole, and bids the world admire. 


Foremoſt in rank the gaudy thing behold, 


Morocco-bound, and edg'd with pureſt gold: 


Blazing conſpicuous to the dazzled eye, 


And proudly ſummoning mankind to buy. 
Long ere the firſt edition is run through, 
Behold a ſecond ſtarts to public view. 
In type moſt elegant, and cuts moſt rare ! 
Who would not buy when dulneſs looks ſo fair. 
The Maids of Honour, and the white-wand Beaux, 
— Whoſe judgment centers in an Author's cloth 
All in one breath ſubſcribe to Clodio's book, 
All with one eye had ſeen his courteous look ! 
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Thus kind ſubſcription ſmooths his eaſy way, 
And imp'd by friends, he flutters into day ; 
There lives his moment, till the whim is o'er, 
Then drops unnotic'd, and is heard no more. 
But ſhould—a ſtranger to the dangerous road 
Some wretch unknown prefume to ſtep abroad, 


With nature only for his artleſs guide, 8 


And not a friend among the ſons of Pride: | 

If ſuch appear, in this unthankful time, 

And dare to publiſh, what he thinks, in rhyme; 

How quickly brandiſh'd is the Critic's quill, 

How glotes the wretch on what he longs to kill ! 

Pierc'd thro' each part the poor adventurer hes, 

And even Candour's deaf to Merit's cries. 
Thanks to thoſe ſtars which made me, all unfit, 

Attempt the treacherous avenues of wit : 

Taught me with harmleſs pleaſure to aſpire 

At honeſt fame, and ſcorn each low deſire ; | 

Thanks to thoſe ſtars—and more than thanks to thee, 

All gen'rous Friend! that fondly ſee'ſt me free; 

In ſpite of foes—thanks to thy god-like breaſt, 

I range with freedom, and the ſlave deteſt. 

Think for myſelf, ſhould hundreds round me rail, 


Nor ſhift my tenets with the ſhifting gale : 


Write 
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Write as I think, and ſcorn. the partial rage 


Of ſlighted Critics pouring on my page. 
Though long bewilder'd in a maze of rules, 


I pinn'd my judgment to the faith of ſchools; 

Yet, Heav'n'be thank'd, no ſubtleties 1 know, 
+ Juſt as my breaſt inſpires the numbers flow. 
Slave to no Printer, qr Bookſeller's art, 


I bid the trifle into public ſtart: 
Plead for itſelf, and on itſelf depend, 
Nor court a venal paper for it's friend 


—_ Let purchas'd paragraphs aid him alone, 


e weakly trembles at a monthly frown; 
Le ſome poor proſtitute, whoſe blaſted fame 


In every column ſpeaks her greedy aim. 


Bloubject to public cenſure, or applauſe, 


To public candour I ſubmit my cauſe ; 
Nor own, like Atticus, with laviſh awe, 
The vaſt importance of the critic law. 


| Wild as the flow'r that ſcents the defart air, 


Wild as the note which nature loves to hear 5 
With careleſs caſe, unconſcious of controul, 
eee the genuine impulſe of my ſoul. 
Nor does cool reaſon tell me to reſign 


A mw becauſe it is not wholly mine; 
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The name of plagiary W to none, 

But that poor wretch whom nature will not own ; 
Who yokes, by violence the moſt abſurd, 
Thought after thought, and tortures every word : 
Toils for a rhyme, from penury 'of brain, 

And ranſacks others to ſupply the ſtrain. 

But when fair fancy treads with native eaſe 

The flow'ry walks where others us'd to pleaſe, 

A word, an epithet, which Pope may claim, 
Shall not obſtruct the young Advent'rer's fame. 
Still let me then deceive the , tedious day, | 

As fancy prompts me with an harmleſs lay : 
Still let me ſimile, in life's ſequeſter'd vale, 

At Envy's cenſure, and ill-natur'd tale; 

With rapture meditate what reaſon brings, 

Conſult my feelings, and decide from Things. 
Though ſtorms ſurround, and waves oppugnant riſe, 
And blaſting envy wander thro” the ſkies ; 

Yet ſoon or late the boiſt'rous tumult o'er, 

Juſtice may guide my little Bark to ſhore ; 

While puff'd off dulneſs, like the gilded thing 
Of ſome rich fool, or bauble of a Kg, 

Shall ſpread it's banners, for a month, a year ! 
Then ſink like M—p—y, Wh—t—d, and Sh—care, 
E N:- % 


1 * 6 * 
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It is requiſite to inform Ga candid Reader, that * Liſreſpedtful theſe lines 


A . may appear, nothing can be diſcovered in them that really militates againſt true re- 
VE | ligion ; for which, as a Chriſtian, the Author feels the higheſt veneration. The bad 
P: *. * effects of prejudice are generally moſt prevalent in ſpiritual matters; and it is well 1 
n known that Bigots gf all denomigations ace ſubject to their influence. At the ſame time _ "oy 
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% II muſt in juſtice acknowledge, that there are numbers belonging to the Church of 
Rome, whoſe liberality of ſentiment, and rank in life, might do away the prejudicesof 


= 4. 
—_—. their infgriors, I ſhall finally obſerve, that the man of enlarged idea, whether a Pro- 
ag dee—eſtast, ou Papiſt, will not takes umbrage' at 5 thoſe follies expoſed, -which in 
3 . 1 : 5 2 * lai he m 11 0 te . AY * 1 "IS 27 4 at: — ' f 7 93 
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